l8o                           DRAMA
[Enter Mits. HAJRDCASTLE and Miss NEVILLE.]
MRS. HARDCASTLE, Indeed, Constance, you
amaze me. Such a girl as you want jewels? It
will be time enough for jewels, my dear, twenty
years hence, when your beauty begins to want
repairs-
Miss XEVILLE. But what will repair beauty
at forty will certainly improve it at twenty,
madam.
MRS. HARDCASTLE. Yours, my dear, can admit
of none. That natural blush is beyond a thousand
ornaments. Besides, child, jewels are quite out at
present. Don't you see half the ladies of our ac-
quaintance, my lady Killdaylight, and Mrs.
Crump, and the rest of them, carry their jewels
to town, and bring nothing but paste and mar-
casites* back?
Miss NEVILLE. But who knows, madam, but
somebody that shall be nameless would like me
best with all my little finery about me?
MRS. HARDCASTLE. Consult your glass, my
dear, and then see, if with such a pair of eyes, you
want any better sparklers. What do you think,
Tony, my dear, does your cousin Con want any
jewels, in your eyes, to set off her beauty?
TONY. That's as thereafter may be.
Miss NEVILLE. My dear aunt, if you knew
how it would oblige me.
*Marcasite is a mineral often mistaken for gold
aad tihrer ore.